business. I'll set the police on you, and prosecute you for
abducting a boy under age. We'll see if there's still any
justice in France, and prisons for women of your sort/

Antoine attempted to plead for Yvette but his father
silenced him with a lifted fist. Malinier did not escape, and
had to submit to some scathing comments on his uniform.
Seething with rage and indignation, Michaud, his eyes
ablaze, his face scarlet, raised his voice and began to bellow
in the fashion he usually reserved for Lolivier and his
secretary. Suddenly he broke off in the middle of a phrase
and caught his breath. Olga, smiling, and with melting
eyes, had just appeared at his side. She snuggled against
his overcoat, and clasping her arms round his neck, im-
printed a long and languorous kiss on his mouth. He
tried to shake her off, but she merely clung to him more
closely.

e Darling, I'm so happy. I hadn't meant to come, but
something told me you would be here. Did you hope to
meet me too ? I did feel so awful when you left me yester-
day. I couldn't get to sleep. I kept on wanting you. I
was so unhappy. But you won't leave me to-night, will
you ? '

Not knowing where to look, or what to do, Michaud
lost his head. Each one of Olga's words seemed to proclaim
his downfall as a father. Antoine had averted his eyes,
quite ignoring the fortunate nature of this episode. He was
even more embarrassed than he had been a moment before,
and would have far preferred to go on enduring the weight
of his father's wrath. Yvette watched the scene with a smile
of amusement, and tittered contemptuously. Malinier had
taken occasion to sit down again and seemed rather de-
pressed than otherwise by the turn of events. From the
other side of the room, near the bar, M. Tiercelin surveyed
the spectacle with a chilly gaze, apparently devoid of irony.
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